»

ELhe Toconino Sunm__

VoL, XW,

FOOLIN' WIF DE SEASONS.

Scems 1k folks s mighty car'us In de way dey
thinks un' ae's:

Doy jes spen’ duys s-mixin® up de dates (o als
munes,

Now | mind my next-do’
mlghty likely man,

Hut be never thinks of ‘o nufMn only but toe plot
un’ plisno.

nelghbor;  he's o

Al e winter he was plunnin’ how he'd gether
sassifras

Jes ex soon ez evah springtime put some greo-
ness in the grass;

An he lowed. o little sooner, e could stan’ g
conler broeze,

S0« o mek a little money Com de sugmliwatah
Lrees,

I de summih he'd be wearin® out de linin' of
hiws sl

Trey'n” to cn'kilnte an’
winter's coul:

Twell T b'Heve he got his jedgment Jes so tuek-
ered ont sy’ thinned

Dt b Coughit o robin's whistle was de whistle
of de wind’

Meger how he'd wit his

Why won't folks gin up dey plannio, sn’ jes be
content to know

Dat dey's gittin' wll dat's fa’
dat come an’ go’ "

Why don't folks quit movin' forrad

Alp't it et ter jJos to stan’,

An be satlstled wit livion®
han

dem o de days

in dde season dot’s at

Hit s enough fu' me o listen when de hind is
slngdn’ roun’.

Pout peguessin’ whut I happen when de snow
s on de groun’.

In de springtime un’ de sunmosh T Iy soreer on
de she'f,

‘Caus 1 know ol Mistah Winter gwine to hustle
fu’ hlssa'f,

W bt put hyeah fu' o pu'pose; but de gues-
thom dut has riz,
An made lots o' people differ, I jes what dut
pupose is,
pecordin’ to my reas'nin’. hyeah
place whah I's arriv’;
sence de Lawd put lfe Into us. why he rml
us hyeah o live!
PAUL LAWRENCE DUNBAR.

Now, s e

FLAGSTAFF, JUNE 11, lms

HOLD DOT FORT I’OI VE VO0S COMING.

Haul in der plank, full -pad ahead -

Undt so dose shteamers salled avay,
Undt tenrs undt prayers dose ships go mit,
Unidt aebiog hearts pehind dem shiay.
Vhen dose ships pass der Golden Gate,

Undt dot Pacifie’'s swell dey feel,
Vat strike delr pows, vat lap delr sides
Undt quiver dem from truck to keel,

Suy, den achill vos ln meln plood,
1 U medn eves opp o der sky,
Undt from cach ship vat salled avay,
I sew Old Glory muastbead high,
‘Meln Gott,” I erfed I vos olt mans,
But nefer [ see dot pefore,
Dot Yankee ships mit soltjer poys.
Vos sailing for o forelen shore. ™

“Mit swords undt peestols. undt mit guns
Mit all war's horrid tools they go.

To haf u plenie®—No, Mein Gott,
To patile mit o forelgn foe.

I'd gif von halluf ov mein 1ife,
Oht by Muanila I could shtand.

Vhen Dewey hear dose vistles seream,
Undt Merritt shake dot heroe's hund. ™

Some klngs whnt 1 geross der se.
Undt Emperor Villlam he vas one
Doy shpeak mean dings der Yankees oy,
Undt Villiam he hat blenty fun,
Vell Villlam. all your poys vat Hif
In Yankes land, dey vos true bloe
Hut in der fuderiand oh, vell
Ven Shpain vos Hoked ve shpeak mit you,
Hnw \'un I NKERFOODLE

THE PRIVATE'S SONG.

It's ruln.hln‘ maore or less than the old, old
story
The private does the flehtin® an’ the General
¥ols the glory®
Hut away
To the fray.
For we re in it to obey
The private does the fghtin’ an' the General
draws the pay.

Nothin® more or less than the old, old story —
The Cap'ns an’ the Colonels un’ the Generals
wot the glory !
But we'll fighit
AllIn slght;
For we're in it for the right:
Giod Kesp the Generals hearty il the bugles
blow “good-night !’

Atlnnts Constitution.




